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"But Dad," she argued, "you brought me up to 'love 
thy neighbor' and now, because my 'neighbor' has a dif- 
ferent religion or different skin, you tell me I can't even 
talk to him." 
"You're not to talk to him. You're not to see him. 
That's final," he reiterated firmly. 
"You can be such a hypocrite!" she exclaimed. 
She left her father tallcing and stormed off to her 
room, where she slammed the door hard enough to make 
her point She sat on her bed in the dark cried. She loved 
her father, but she found herself disagreeing with his 
views more and more as she got older. 
Ram6n pulled up to the Greybriar apartments. They 
all look alike, he mused. Then he remembered that she 
lived in the apartment next to the tennis court, which 
turned out to be all the way at the other end of the com- 
plex. He found her upstairs apartment and stood looking 
up at it, trying to figure out which of the two windows 
marked her bedroom. He decided to take his chances and 
throw a rock at one of the windows. He picked up a rock, 
aimed for the window on the left, cocked back his arm, 
and just when he felt lucky, the window on the ti&lU 
opened. 
"Is that you?" Julia called from the window. 
"Yeah, it's me," he answered. 
dance and went home. The events of the evening kept 
flashing in Ram6n's mind. He had practically asked the 
girl of his dreams to marry him, and he didn't even know 
her whole name. The man had called her Julia, but that 
was all he knew. He took a shower and got into bed .  He 
tried to sleep, but all he could think about was Julia. 
Wait! He dill know where she lived. Without a second 
thought, he jumped out of bed and got dressed. His father 
was home, and that meant the car was home, too. Most of 
the time, Felipe Montalla, Ram6n's father, was bartending 
at La Dama Loca, the bar he owned. Tonight, Felipe had 
let Chris, a college kid who helped out sometimes, take 
over. Ram6n quietly went into Felipe's room, being care- 
ful not to wake him. He took the keys out of his dad's 
pants pocket and left as silently as he had come in. He 
put the car in neutral, backed it down the driveway, and 
started it, 
Julia was in her father's bedroom being chewed out 
-- not only for sneaking to the dance but for dancing with 
a Hispanic boy. 
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Ram6n took her hand to make her stay. "How can I 
find you again?" 
"Greybriar Apartments," she said quickly as the man 
approached, shoving people out of the way as he strode 
across the room. "Upstairs. The one nearest the tennis 
court." 
"What number?" Ram6n said, but she was looking 
at her father with a mixture of fear and anger. 
She began to move toward the stem-faced man. He 
was tall, with graying hair and wire-rimmed spectacles 
and a stomach going to fat. Ram6n started after her, but 
the stranger fixed him with a look that could kill. "Hold it 
right there," the man said sharply. He jabbed a finger 
against Ramon's chest "And stay away from my daugh- 
ter. She's not your kind" 
Mad and partially embarrassed, Ram6n left the 
go." 
Ram6n Montafta saw her at the Spring Dance and 
made his way across the crowded dance floor as the room 
reverberated with the tape-recorded rhythms of U2. She 
carelessly tossed her golden blonde hair with her hand. 
She sat a little apart from the others, and though her eyes 
were turned toward the dancers, he had the impression 
that she was caught up in some inner vision. He stood 
two feet from her and waited. In a moment, her dark blue 
eyes met his deep brown ones. He loosed his gold chain 
and moved to place it around her neck, but his trembling 
fingers had lost the art of the clasp. 
"Let me," she said. 
Her fingers lightly brushed his hands, and the touch 
was like an electric shock. The gold chain glowed softly 
in the dim light as they stared at each other, lost to the 
world. If that wasn't love at first sight, what is? 
"I guess you want to dance," she said at last 
He shook his head. "No. I want to marry you." He 
grinned. "Not right away -- but someday." 
She smiled. "In the meantime, let's dance." 
He took her hand, and they moved to the dance 
floor. For the moment, there was nothing but the beat of 
the music -- and each other. 
The song ended, and they stood looking into each 
other's eyes. "You're so beautiful," he said. 
"Julia!" The shout cut clearly through the sound- 
Jaden air, and people turned their heads to stare. 
"Oh, no," Julia murmured, stricken with embarrass- 
ment She looked at Ram6n. "It's my father. I have to 
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wished him good luck. He didn't see Julia, so he got his 
pole out of the locket room and started practicing. 
Strangely, the meet began on time. He went in at 12 
feet and kept gaining height until he was ready to try 14 
feel The girls' mile was being run, and he spotted Julia 
far back in the pack. Because Ram6n was thinking of the 
girl and not his vault, he missed on the first try. Only one 
other vaulter, a Senior from Carl Hayden, was still in the 
competition with Ram6n. When Ram6n's second try 
came, he saw that Julia had moved up to challenge the 
lead. It was the third lap, and Ram6n cheered Julia on as 
she gradually closed the distance to the lead runner, a girl 
from Trevor Browne. Instead of making his vault, Ram6n 
went wild, yelling for Julia as she took the lead and fin- 
ished first He was about to start his run when the official 
told him that his two minutes had expired. He had blown 
his second try. 
Ram6n was so filled with joy at Julia's win that he 
could not concentrate on his third try. Then he noticed 
that Julia was standing nearby. She gave him a smile, and 
that was enough to give Ram6n the extra drive to clear 14 
feel The Carl Hayden vaulter failed his third attempt, so 
Ram6n won the pole vaulting event. Julia ran over and 
gave Ram6n a big hug. 
As they were tallcing, Julia looked into the bleachers 
and saw Mike Parrish stand up and start walking to the 
parking lot, Her mind went back to Friday, when she was 
eating lunch with her friend, Alicia. Alicia said, "Look 
who's coming to sit with us." Mike could be spotted at 
any distance, not only by his height but by his flaming red 
hair. Julia turned around and saw Mike Parrish walking 
towards them. Alicia sighed. "Can't he take the hint?" 
Mike Parrish was a guy at Julia's church who had 
been asking her out for about a month. Thorton Capehart, 
Julia's father, encouraged Mike because Thorton believed 
him to be "good, clean, and wholesome." 
"What's up?" Mike asked as he set his tray on the 
table next to Julia. 
"Nothing," Julia replied mechanically. 
"So you want to go to the dance tonight?" 
Julia was about to answer when Alicia butted in, 
"Sure, but not with you." 
Julia gave Alicia a look that meant, "Alicia, you're 
right But did you have to be so blunt?" But the fact was 
that Mike wouldn't understand "no" if it was said any oth- 
er way. 
Julia stuck to her guns and said, "Mike, just give it 
up. You could ask me a million times and my answer 
wouldn't change. No." 
Without another word, Mike got up and left Julia 
could see that he was already planning to get back at bet 
somehow. 
"Julia?" Ram6n said, a little concerned. 
"Hunh?," she said as her mind was wrenched back 
to the present "Oh, I'm sorry. I was thinking about 
something else." 
"What's your phone number so I can call you to- 
"Yes. Julia Capehart." 
Where had he heard the name Capehart before? Oh, 
yes. Tyler Capehart The drug dealer. 
"What's wrong with your dad?" Ram6n asked, and 
then he realized that perhaps he should have rephrased the 
question. 
"Nothing is lffi2Ili with him," she replied, a little of- 
fended, "He just doesn't believe in dancing." 
This reminded Ram6n of the movie "Footloose," 
and he thought he'd better get off the subject, so he asked, 
"What does your dad do for a living?" 
"He's the pastor of the West Phoenix Christian 
Church," she replied, almost adding that he was against 
drinking and gambling, too. "What does )'.QU[ dad do?" 
"He owns a bar not lOO far from here." 
"That's just great," she said sarcastically, more to 
herself than to Ram6n. "My dad doesn't believe in .drink: 
.i!.Ji, either." 
"Let's forget your dad," Ram6n said. "I'd rather 
talk about you." 
"I guess I'd better tell you," she said regretfully. 
'Tm not allowed to see or talk to you anymore. At least 
I'd better not get caught" 
Insulted, Ram6n replied, "Listen, my dad might sell 
whiskey, and some people might become alcoholics or die 
of diseased livers, but how about Tyler Capehart? Isn't 
he related to you?" 
"He's my cousin. So what?" 
"Nothing, much, except that he pushes drugs. He 
deals death to kids in the form of crack cocaine, not to 
mention uppers, downers, and all sorts of junk. Didn't 
you know that?" 
Julia's shoulders slumped. "I knew, but I don't 
think Dad does. But that's Tyler -- not me." She broke 
off as she heard a knock on her bedroom door and a muf- 
fled voice. "My dad's coming," Julia said. "You've got 
to go." 
Before Ram6n had time to argue, the window was 
shut in his face. He walked back to his car. As he was 
driving home, he remembered that Julia, like himself, was 
in track and field. He figured that he would see her to- 
morrow at the track meet. 
Ram6n woke up to the loud beep of his alarm clock, 
something that he was not accustomed to hearing on a 
Saturday morning. But this wasn't any ordinary Saturday 
morning, this was the day that his school, Maryvale, was 
to compete against Carl Hayden and Trevor Browne, 
Maryvale's rival school. Although Ram6n would be good 
at almost any event, his love was for pole vaulting. Julia, 
if he remembered correctly, was a distance runner. 
Ram6n was dropped off at school by his dad, who 
it?" 
Ramon climbed up the tree that (luckily) grew un- 
derneath her window so they could talk quietly. 
"Now that I know that it's you," Julia said. "Who 
are you?" 
"My name is Rarn6n Montana. Yours is Julia, isn't 
Thorton looked over at Julia, who was talking to 
some other girls from the church. "Julia! Get over here!" 
Thorton shouted at the top of his lungs. His face looked 
as if it were going to explode. 
Julia saw her dad and Mike standing together and 
knew at once what was going on. She walked over to her 
father and just stood there without a word. 
"What's Ram6n's father's name?" Thorton asked 
sternly. 
"ButD-" 
"I said wbat is his .father's naroe!" 
Juliet dropped her glance to ground. There was no 
way out "Felipe Montal\a." 
"Where does he work?" Thorton asked more quietly, 
because he knew that he had gotten his way. 
"La Dama Loca. .. 
Thorton grabbed Julia by the arm and dragged her to 
the car. "Obviously, you don't know who makes the rules 
in my house. You're grounded until I can make sure that 
you never see that boy again," Thorton said to her in the 
same voice tha1 he usually reserved for his sermons. 
"Where are you taking me?" 
"Home, where you can stay out of trouble. I have to 
come back to church and prepare for evening services. 
Then I'll take care of Felipe." After Thorton dropped Ju- 
lia off at the apartment, she began to think of ways that 
left That meant Rarn6n was going to have to walk. He 
opened the front door, and a mass of 106-degree air greet- 
ed him, almost knocking him back into the house. Sum- 
mer had arrived. He walked the four or five blocks to Ju- 
lia' s apartment and knocked on her door. He actually 
knocked on her door! Had he forgotten all about her dad? 
The same dad who threw the phone out the window? He 
was about to run when a thought occurred to him. If Julia 
answered, he would tell her to meet him in the parking 
lot If Julia's big, bad, God-fearing father opened the 
door, he would simply run. Running wasn't a solution 
that Rarn6n particularly liked, but it was the only one he 
could think of on short notice. 
As it turned out, neither Thorton nor Julia answered 
the door. Where were they? The answer was so obvious. 
At church. Ram6n started the long, hot walk home. He 
would try her place again later. 
Thorton was shaking hands with members of his 
congregation as they left the church. Mike Parrish was 
the last one out Mike couldn't wait to see the look on 
Thorton's face when he told him that Julia had been talk- 
ing to Ram6n. "I've got some news that I'm sure you 
don't want to hear," Mike said, knowing it would get 
Thorton's auention. 
"Julia hasn't been talking to that Mexican boy, has 
she?" Thorton asked, already knowing that the answer 
would be yes. 
"His name is Ram6n Montaila. And yes." Mike 
saw the hell fire build up in Thorton' s eyes and the blood 
rush to his face -- just the reaction he had been hoping for. 
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"Not yet." Ram6n bent over and kissed her. He 
could feel the adrenaline rush through his body. At this 
moment, everything seemed right with the world. Mary- 
vale had won the meet, and he and Julia had each other. 
Later, as Ram6n was walking home through the 
parking lot, he heard a voice from behind saying, "Stay 
away from her." Ram6n turned around and, before his 
eyes could focus, he received a sky-spinning crack to the 
jaw from Mike's right fist. A bolt of pain shook his brain. 
He found himself in push-up position on the ground. Be- 
fore Mike could think of what to do next, Ram6n shot up 
off the ground and body-slammed Mike into the hood of a 
Ford truck. Mike started jabbing Mike in the ribs when a 
strong head lock jerked Ram6n away from Mike. Guess 
who? Mr. Security Guard. The guard wouldn't let Mike 
explain himself; he simply hauled him into the office. 
The security guard merely took down Mike's name and 
told him he'd probably get Saturday detention. Rarn6n 
didn't get off that easily; he was suspended. Because 
Rarn6n looked like the fighting type and Mike had the ap- 
pearance of an honor student, the security guard assumed 
that Ram6n had started the whole thing. He hadn't started 
it, but be sure had finished it, 
Later that night, Felipe was packing a bag with ice 
for Ram6n's jaw. Felipe remembered when he was in 
fights and ~ dad packed ice for him. These days, as a 
bartender, Felipe broke up more fights than he started. 
Felipe asked Ram6n the question that every father, at one 
time or another, asks his son: "So who threw the first 
punch?" 
Ram6n couldn't figure out why his dad was smiling. 
He answered, "He did." 
"Did you win?" 
"If you could see the other guy, you'd know," 
Ram6n said, returning the smile. 
Ram6n woke up and thought for sure his clock was 
wrong: 1: 15. His first reaction was that it was in the mid- 
dle of the night, but he rejected that thought immediately 
because sunlight filled his room. His muscles were ach- 
ing from track, his jaw was aching from Mike, and his 
heart was aching for Julia Ram6n could have caught up 
his English homework today. but~ does homework 
on a Sunday. No. What he really wanted was to see Ju- 
lia He quickly showered and dressed. Felipe had already 
Coach Laurence was yelling something across the 
field to Ram6n about putting the equipment away. 
"Well, I guess you gotta go," Julia said with a little 
smile. 
arrive." 
night?" 
"We don't have a phone." 
"What's the matter? You dad doesn't believe in 
phones either?" Ram6n said jokingly. 
''We did have a phone, but my dad broke it a week 
ago when he lost his temper after talking to the pizza man 
and threw the phone out the window. The pizza never did 
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cides the company he keeps. Who are you?" 
"I'm Thorton Capehart, Julia's father. If I see 
Ram6n within a hundred feet of my daughter, I'll kill 
him." 
"Yeah, you will." Felipe said as he turned to walk 
back in the bar. He didn't take Thorton seriously, but he 
would call Ram6n and tell him what happened anyway. 
Felipe went to the pay phone and called Ram6n. 
"Hi," Felipe said when Ram6n picked up the phone. 
"It's Dad. Do you know anything about a Julia Cape- 
hart?" 
After a short pause, Ram6n answered, "Sure, what 
about her?" 
"Well, be careful, Son. Her father just dropped by 
the bar and told me to keep you away from her. Would 
you believe it, he said he'd kill you if you didn't. Maybe 
it would be better if you cooled it for awhile -- let the dust 
settle." Felipe looked out the door of the bar and saw 
Thorton preaching to a couple that had just left the bar. 
"First him, and now you, too!" Ram6n said angrily. 
"Can't you just leave me alone! I'm not gonna let some 
old preacher keep me away from Julia! As a matter of 
fact, I'm going over there right now." 
"Dsll.1!" Felipe yelled, but Ram6n had already hung 
up. Felipe looked outside and saw that Thorton was about 
to leave the parking lot of La Dama Loca. "Chris, take 
over for me." Felipe had be sure that Ram6n didn't run 
into Thorton. He got into his car and carefully followed 
Thorton home. 
Rarn6n hung up the phone and ran out of the house. 
It was a little cooler outside, so he jogged over to Julia's 
place. When he got there, he used a little more sense than 
last time. Instead of knocking on the door, he looked at 
the apartment number, 2032, and found the parking space 
labeled 2032. He was in luck; Thorton's car wasn't there. 
He went back up to her apartment and knocked. No an- 
swer. He knocked again. Still no answer. He tried the 
door knob and found the door unlocked. He felt a little 
guilty for just barging in. He walked into Julia's bedroom 
and was horror-stricken. Julia was lying on her bed, On 
the bedside table lay a bottle with many capsules spilling 
out of it and half of them missing. "Julia!" ~~lled, but 
to no avail. He shook her. Nothing. He was sure that she 
was dead. In his grief, he took a handful of pills and dry- 
swallowed them. He sat looking at her for a while, and as 
the capsules began to take effect, he realized that he had 
not even told Julia goodbye. He stood up, bent over to 
kiss her, and passed out. He fell on top of her and woke 
her up. 
Julia got out from under the weight of his body. 
"Oh, rio! This is wrong! This is so wroni!" she 
screamed. She had lost the only thing in this world that 
she lived for. She looked at the capsules. There were still 
enough to put her away. She thought that without Ram6n, 
she might as well take the rest. Julia swallowed the cap- 
sules and lay down beside Ram6n to wait for the eternal 
sleep. 
"Don't tell me you're gonna kill yourself." 
"No, I just want it to look that way." 
Tyler pulled out the bottom dresser drawer, and un- 
derneath it he had a little of everything. He handed her a 
bottle of Nembutals. "Take one of these and you'll be 
sleepin' like a baby." 
"How much will it cost?" 
"We'll just call this a sampler. H you need anything 
else, you know where to get it," Tyler said with a big 
grin. 
"Thanks." She went out the back door to avoid 
Aunt Millie. 
Felipe made a margarita for the man in the cowboy 
hat The cowboy had come to this same bar, at the same 
time, and ordered the same drink, every night for the past 
three years. His presence meant it was 9 p.m. Felipe was 
cleaning some glasses when Chris, his part-time helper, 
told him some character wanted to see him outside. 
"Why doesn't he come in?" Felipe asked Chris. 
Chris shrugged. Felipe sighed. "I guess I'll just have to 
go and find out" He walked out of the bar. A tall man 
with a bible in his hand was waiting outside. 
"You wanted to see me?" Felipe asked the bible- 
bearing fellow. 
"Are you Felipe Montana?" Thorton asked. 
"Yeah. What can I do for you?" 
Thorton didn't waste any time with niceties. "Keep 
your son away from my daughter." 
That sounded like an order to Felipe. ''My son de- 
them." 
"I need some sleeping pills. Strong ones. A lot of 
service?" 
she could get back at her father. I can't let him get away 
with this, Julia thought, She had considered suicide, but 
that would mean she could never see Ram6n again. No, 
she bad a better idea. She went over to Tyler's house. 
Aunt Millie, Tborton's sister and Tyler's mother, opened 
the door. "What a pleasant surprise!" Aunt Millie said. 
"Hi. I need to talk to Tyler about Friday's biology 
assignment" Julia hated to lie, but she couldn't simply 
say, "Hi. I need to buy some drugs from Tyler. Oh, you 
do know he's a drug dealer, don't you?" 
"Come on in. I'll go get him." Aunt Millie walked 
over to the basement stairs and yelled, "Tyler, you have 
company." 
"That's all right," Julia told her, "I'll just go down." 
Julia went down to Tyler's room and saw him lying on his 
bed, looking at the ceiling, listening to the radio with his 
skinny body stretched out 
"What are you doing here, Julia?" Tyler asked, sur- 
prised. 
"Tyler, I never thought I would tell you this, but I 
need to buy some drugs." 
Tyler started going into hysterics with laughter. 
"What do you want? Some Flintstone vitamins?" 
"I'm serious!" 
Tyler got up and shut his door. "How can I be of 
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Felipe and Thorton bad waited a half hour in the 
waiting room before they got any word on Ram6n and Ju- 
lia. Thorton still hadn't come back to reality. The doctor 
came around the comer with a relieved look on his face. 
"Mr. Montafta. Mr. Capehart. They're going to be just 
fine." 
Thorton eyes came into focus, and he jumped up and 
gave Felipe a bug that almost knocked him over. 
"We had to pump their stomachs, but they're recov- 
ering." 
"Thank you, Doctor!" Felipe said and shook the 
docta's hand 
"Sure thing," replied the doctor, and then he left 
Thorton calmed down and said, "Mr. Montalla. I can 
never thank you enough. I'm so sorry for everything I 
did. At the time, I really believed that I would kill 
Ram6n. But now, I don't know if I could have lived with 
myself if he had died." 
"Apology accepted," Felipe replied sincerely. 
"I feel like I've been wrung through a ringer. Let's 
go get something to eat. Where would you like to go?" 
"Some place appropriate." 
"YOU name it" 
"How about Shakespeare's?" 
••• Thorton arrived home, and Felipe parked out on the 
street Felipe followed Thooon right up to the apartment, 
then stopped. He wasn't sure what move be should make 
next, so be waited at the bottom of the stairs. He knew 
Ram6n should be there by now. 
A scream echoed through the apartment. "Oh my 
God! They're dead!" Felipe dashed up the stairs and 
burst into the room. Thorton was sitting in a chair and 
trembling. He was staring off into space and muttering 
something. Felipe went into the bedroom and found both 
Ram6n and Julia on the bed asleep, Ram6n fully clothed 
and Julia in her nightgown. He felt at Ram6n 's wrist for a 
pulse. At first, nothing. Then: pulse •••..• pulse. 
Ramon's heartbeat was so slow it was a miracle that he 
was alive at all. Felipe ran over to Thorton and shouted, 
''Where's your phone?" 
Thorton, now a far different man from the one Fe- 
lipe bad seen at the bar, got on his knees at Felipe's feet 
and clutched bis pant leg. "Please, .. Thorton pleaded, 
"you've got to save her!" 
Felipe lifted him up by the collar and yelled into his 
ear, "Where's the damn phone?" 
"D-D-Downstairs. By the p-pool." 
Felipe rushed down half the stairs and jumped over 
the rest He found the pay phone and dialed 911. 
